
Making the hard way fweet and delegable : 
But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cott/hold will be found, 
In Roffe and WiUoughby y vim\\ng your companic, 
Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnc(Te,and procefie of my trauell : 
But theirs is fwectned with the hope to haue 
The prefent benefit that I poflefle ; 
And hope to ioy, is httle lefle in icy, 
Then hope enioy'd : By this, the wearic Lords 
Shall make their way feeme ftiort,as mine hath done, 
By fight of what 1 hauc,your Noble Companic. 

Bull. Of much lefie value is my Companie, 
Then your good words : but who comes here i 
Enter H. Terete. 
North. It is my Sonne, young harry Percie, 
Sent from my Brother Worcefter ; Whence foeuer. 
Harry , how fares your Vnckle ? 

Percie. I had thought, my Lord, to haue learn'd his 
health of you. 

North. Why,is he not with the Quecne? 

Terete. No,m£ good Lord,hehath for look the Court, 
Broken his Staffe of Officc,and difperfi 
The Houfehold of the King. 

North. What was his reafon ? 
He was not fc refolu'd,when we bft fpake together* 

Percie, Becaufe your Lordfnip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Raucnfpurgh, 
To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 
And lent me ouer by Barkely, to difcouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hereford ;'Boy.) 

Percie. No,rr:y good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne're I did remember : to my knowledge, 
I neucr in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. 

Percie* My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice, 
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Such as it is,being tcnder,raw,-ind young, 
Which elder eJaycs fiiall ripen, and confirme 
To more approucd feruice,and defers 

Butt. I thanke thee gentle Percte^nd be fure 
I count my felfc in nothing elfe fo happy, 
As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Lone, 
It Avail be ftill thy true Loues recompence, 
My Heart this Cousnant makes,roy Hand thus feales it. 

North. How farrc is it to Barkely ? and what ftirrc 
Keepes good old tort^e tkere,wltb his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There thirds the Caftle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men, as I haue heard, 
And in it are the Lords of TWr, Barkely y and Seymor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

Enter Rojfe ar>d (ViRoughby. 
North. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and WiUoughby , 
Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with hafte'. 

Bull. W elcome my Lordj>,I wot your loue purfues 
A banifiit Tray tor; all my Trcafurie 
1 1 yet but vnfelc thankes,which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your lone, and labours recompence. 

Roff. Your pretence makes vs rich,mofi Noble Lord, 
U^tllo. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it. 
'Bull. Euermore thankes^th'Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeercs, 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here i 


0 


you 


Enter 'Barkely. 
North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I o W 
Hark, % Lord of Hereford,*, u£^ u 
Bull. My Lord,my Anfwcre is to Law* fa 
And I am come to feekc that Name in Enpl an d 
And I muft finde that Title in your Tongue 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. * 

Bark, Miitakc noc not, my Lord/tis not mv 
To raze one Title of your Honor out. ^ mcan 
To you,my Lord,I come (what Lord you will) 
From the moll glorious of this Land, 
The Duke ofYorke,to know what pricks you 
To take aduantage of the ablent time ° n 
And fright our Natiuc Peace with felfc-born* a 

Enter Yorke. AxYr *>> 
Butt. 1 fhall not need tranfport my words bv 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vn l?' 

York, Shew me thy humble heart,and not thv k 
Whofe dutie is deceiuable,and falfc. 1 c > 

Bull My gracious Vnckle. 
Y orki Tuc^ut^Grace me no Grace,nor Vncllcm 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace 
In an vngracious mcuth,is bu* prophane. * 
Why haue thefe banifh'd,and forbidden Lego c $ 
Dar'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Ground ) 
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to march 
So many miles vpon her peaceful* Bofome 
Frighting her palc-fac'd Villages with Warre 
And oftentation of defpifcd Armcs? 
Com'ft thou becaule th'ao* ynted King is hence? 
Why foolitli Boy ,the King is left behind, 
And in my loyal! Bplprne lyes his power. 
Were I bin now the Lord.of Jiichhot youth 
As when bram: G aunt ,.hy Father,and my fcife 
Refcued the Black Prmce^hu yong cjlixrs of men 
From forth the Rankcs of mmy ihouland French; 1 
Oh then .how quickly fhould this Arme of mine/ 
Now Prifoner to the Pd&e,chaftife thee, 
And jitinVffcf correction to thy Fault. • • 

Bull, My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On whar Condition ftands it,ancl wherein > 

York- Euen in Condition of the worft degree, 
In groflc RebrlIion,and dctcfted Treafon : 
Thou art a banifh'd man,and here art come 
Before th'expiracion of thy time, 
In brauing Atmes againft thy Soueraigne. 

Bull. As I was banifhMJ was banifli'd Hereford, 
Bur as I come, I come for Lanctftcr. 
And Noble Vncklcjlbefccch your Grace 
Locke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 
You are my Father, for me thinkes in you 
I fee old gaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 
W ill you pcrmit,that I fhall (bnd condemn^ 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Plucfct frommyarmespcrforce,and gjuenaway 
To vpftart Vnthnfts i Wherefore v as I borne i 
If that my Coufin Kmg,be Kmg of England, 
It muff be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 
You haue a Sonne, Aumerlejny Noble Kinfman, 
Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 
He fhould haue found his Vnckle Gaunt a Fa:her, 
Td rowze his W rongs,and chafe them to the bay. 
I am denyde to foe my Liucrie here, 
And yet my Letters Patents giue me Icaue : 
My Fathers gpods are all dittraynd.and fold, 
And thefe.and alLare all amiffe imployd. 
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- — -^,iJ^ouhauc roc doe? I am a Subie#, 
Wh A!Ssc taw : Attorneyes arc deny'd me ; 
H t "fore perfonally I lay my claime 
A° dtb T trkanceof free D.fcent. 
Xomy ^ j he Noble Duke hath been too much abut'd. 

^ It ftands your Grace vpon,to doe him tight. 

*T Rofe men by his endowments are made great. 

ft My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 
La feelinf of my Cofens Wrongs, 

0 .This kind,to come in brauing Armcs, 

5 51 1 out Richc with Wrongs,it may not be ; 

rLrihRebellion,and are Rebels all. ^ 
pj rtb The Nobte Duke hath fwornc nis commmg is 

Raffo'rhiscnvne; and foi the right of that, 

£ calihaue ftrongly iworne to giue him ayd 

115 lec him ncu'r fee Ioy,that breakes that Oath, 
r rfc Wcll,wel!,l feetheiffueof these Armes, 

Ic ; no tmencUt,Imuftneede S con^ 

Rccaufe my power is weake, and all ill left : 

But i« could, by him that gauc me lite, 

t W ould attach you all,and make you lioope 

Vnto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 

Bui fined canoot,be it knownc to you, 

1 doe remainc as Neuter. So fare you well, 
Vnleffe you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repole you forthis Night. 

Hub An offer Vnckle.that wee will accept : 
gut wee muft winne your Grace to goe with vs 
To Briftow Caftle,which they lay is held 
By£^M*£'M nd their Complices, 
The Carerpillers of the Commonwealth , 
Which I haue iworne to weed,and plucke away. 

York* It may be I will go with you: but yet lie pawfe, 
Fori am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 
Nor Friends,nor Foes,to me welcome you are, 
Thirds paft redre{fe ? are now with me paft care. Exeunt. 


Sal' Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 
1 fee thy Glory,like a (hooting Starre, 
Fall to the bafc Earth/rom the Firmament : 
Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Witnelfing Stormes to come^oe^nd Vnreft : 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 
And crolfely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit, 



Enter Salisbury, and a Captaine. 


Oft. My Lord of Salisbury, we haue flaydcendayes, 
And hardly kept bur Countrcymen together, 
And yet we heare no tidings from the King ; 
Therefore we will diiperfe our ielues : farewell . 

Stay yet another day,thou truftie Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Cap. Tis thought the King is dead,we will not ftay ; 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all arc wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Hcauen ; 
The pale-fac'd Moonc lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-Iook'd Prophets whifper rearefull change ; 
Rich men looke fad,and Ruffians dance and leape, 
The one in feare,to loofc what they cnioy, 
The other to cnioy by Rage,and Wan e : 
Thefe fignes fore- run the death of Kings. 
Farewel^our Countrcymen are gone and fled,' 
As well affur/d Rtcbard their King is dead. Exit. 


aABusTertius. ScenaTrima. 


Enter BuKingbrooke, Yorke> North amber land, 
Roffe)Percie,tVilloughby y with Bufl?ie 
and Greene Trif oners. 

Bull. Bring forth thefe men : 
Bufhie and greene, I will not vex your foules, 
( Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies) 
With too much vrgtng your pcrnitious liues, 
For 'twere no Charitie : yet to wafti your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 
I will rnfola fome caufes of your deaths. 
You haue mis-led a Prince,a Royall King, 
A happic Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 
By you vnhappied,and disfiguiM cleane : 
You haue in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Diuorcc betwixt his Queene and him, 
Broke the pofTefTion of a Royaii Bed, 
And ftayn'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Chcekes, 
With teares drawn fro her eycs,with your foule wrongs 
My felfe a Prince,by fortune of my birth, 
Neere to the King in blood,and neere in loue, 

Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 

Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries, 

And figh'd my Enghfh breath in forraine Clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banifhrnent ; 

While you haue fed vpon my Seignories, 

Dif-park'd my Parkes,and fell'd my Forreft Woods ; 

From mine owne Windowes tome my Houfehold Coat, 

Raz'd out my Imprefle,leauing me no figne, 

Saue mens opinions,and my liuingblood, 

To ftiew the World I am a Gentleman. 

This,and much more^much more then twice all this, 

Condcmnes you to the death : fee them dcliuered ouer 

Toexecution,andthehand©f death. 

Bufhie. More welcome is the ftroake of death to me, 

ThenButlingbrooke to England. 
Greene. My comfort is,that Heauen will take our foules 

And plague Iniuftice with the paines of Hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland^ them difpatch'd ; 

Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfc, 

For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 

Tell her I fend to her my kind commends 5 

Take fpeciall care my Greetings be dcliuer'd, 
Yorl^. AGcntlcmanof mine I haue difpatch'd 

With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes gentle Vnckle : come Lords away, 

To fight with Glendoure, and his Complices s 

A while to workc,and after holliday. . 

Sxemt. 


